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BLOOB'S BB BARRAGE 

By Rod Reed asssT*"^-^^ 



'■'HE general manager of the United State* 
Hole-Making Corporation was sitting at hu 
desk, frowning. In front of him was a copy of 
a recent company advertisement. The man gave 
aspeciaJ attention to the last line, a company 
slogan. "We put holes in evsTything. Write for 
an estimate. 

Vacuum Bloobstutter. the (en era) manager of 
the V. S. H-M. Corp. set the ad down on his 
desk and picked up another piece of paper. He 
peered at it through his thick (lasses. It waa 
a letter. It said: . 

Dear Sirs. 

Please send me an tztiratte. I waor to 
pat some botes in a c/rfa/n big gorilla, In 
fact I want to make Sim look like a sieve. 
Cordially your a. 

• • — Sing Sing Sid 

Bloobstutter laid the lettetVflown. took oh* 
hi* classes and ran bis hand through the three 
hairs on his shiny head. "Oh. dear." he said. 
«l«*d. "A big gorilla' And to put holes in ham. 
Waft. I don't believe that would be legal. Be- 
aides, the ASPCA would object. And yet I hate 
« disappoint a customer. Oh. dear! ' 

The httle man pot on has glasses and packed 
up the letter again, scanning ft as if searching 
for a new meaning. He discovered a postscript. 
It said. "PS— The big gorilla's name is Honest 
John Krook. He's the famous gang leader." 

"Ofe. my. goodness r exclaimed fUoobstntttr, 
once again taking off bis glasses and running 
a hand over has head. -This is indeed a pover. 
I do wish Miss DeMeanor. my secretary, would 
hurry back from lunch. She could perhaps help 
m* to a solution.*' 

A woodpecker flew in the open window. He 
waa ruffed and breathing hard. He dropped 
upon a bust of Pallas. ju« above the chamber 
door. For a moment, be did not speak. Then, 
regaining his breath he said. "Whew, I was 
all out of breath !" 

"Ah, Miss DeMeanor. I'm glad you've return- 
ad,- said Bloobstutter. peering in the direction 
of the voice "I see you've been shopping. Cot 
a new hat with bird feathers on it, 1 son." 



"I'm not Kits DeMeanor." declared the bfa 
with truth. "I'm your friend. Red the wood 
poSker." 

"Ah, yes. the talking woodpecker." said Bloot 
"All woodpeckers talk." retorted Red. "Bu 
you seem to be the only human who can under 
stand us. As Eando, the famous philoeophe 
^ once said. "It takes a dumb animal to urxk. 
stand a dumb animal."" 

"Thank you." said Bloobstutter. "I couldn* 
aee you so wel*^>egot my glasses, off. Yot 
were so out of brestST thought you were orj 
secretary. She is usually out of breath whr- 
abc comes back after shopping on her him 
hour." 

"You'd be out of breath, too. if you had 
run for your life." asserted Red. "A guy w 
trying to shoot me," 

s^^JpRYINC to snoot your 

* "Yes- « bad guy with a BB gun. 
heard him telling somebody he thinks its ft 
to shoot birds. 1 barely escaped. If your windo 
hadn't been -open, he'd have got me." 

"Oh. dear, that's a shame." said Bloobetutte 
"People oughtn't to shoot woodpeckers. Say, 
have an idea! Where is he? Point him out t 
me," 

"No, air," I*i 
replied Red. 

"Come on, I want to work some magic c 
him." 

"You can work it without ray herp," respond 
ed the bird "He's the guy with the gun." 

Bloobstutter fumbled in the corner and foum 
the handle of a broom that was landing there 
It was a magic broom he had obtained from i 
witch. While he held it. it would give him an; 
wish be might make, provided the wish vt 
made in rhyme. He stepped to the vaindow am 
looked out. Even though he had failed to pu 
on his glasses, be could make out the figure o 
a man walking by outside, carrying a gun. Crip 
ping his broom handle he said: \ 

- ■/ think h would 
Be vary nice 
If that man's gun 
Were turned to ice." 



i not going near that window] 
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THE with worked. But Bloobstutter, with* 
out hi» glasses, had made * sjight mistake. 
Tb« man with the gun waa not the with 
the air rifle, but an army infantryman guarding 
the armory across the street from Bloobstut- 
ter"» office. He wm rather astonished at how 
cold his right band, holding the stock, sudden- 
ly became. He couldn't understand the chill 
end then, the dampness, of his rlfht shoulder. 
And he w« completely flabbergasted when his 
"gun™ melted, broke in two. and fell clattering 
to the sidewalk in chunks like an icicle in a 
January thaw. 

The soldier nibbed bis eyes, looked again at 
the broken pieces of ice on the ground, looked 
at* his band, rubbed his eyes again. Fortunately 
foe bis sanity there were other witnesses to the 
unusual event. Three paaeersby and a patrol- 
man also came to stare. 
"HU gunF / 
-Melted awayr 
"It's just a pool of water r 
"Congress should investigate!** 
The event caused considerable stir. Wires 
-boned to Washington. The F.B.I. and Army 
Intelligence swung into action. Atomic experts 
and counterspies huddled in grave consultation. 
The words "secret weapon" were frequently 
whispered in hushed and awed tones. 

"There is no doubt in my mind that this is 
the work of a foreign power.** said one of the 
chief advisors to the President. **Thear scientists 
have discovered a secret gaa that dissolves 
weapons. This was no doubt just a teat. They 
will next go to work dissolving heavy artillery, 
long-range bombers and aircraft carries. The 
situation ia fraught with peril.** 

Meanwhile. Bloobstutter. unaware of the 
havoc he^bad wrought, fumbled his way back 
to his deskXput pn his glasses, and said to the 
woodpecker.NwWu. your worries are o^»'~ I 
turned his gun Ruke. Now, if you'll excuse me. 
I have a very difficult problem to figure out.** 
"Sure, and Hunks," said the woodpecker. He 
fluttered to the window and perched on the toll, 
preparing to take off. There waa a sharp 
"crack T" then a "ping' on the ledge at the 
bird's feet. Swiftly Red flew hack into the shelter 
of the office, crying. " What re you trying to do. 
get ma failed? I just barely missed being shot: 
that fellow who Was after me must still be out 
there with his BB gun f~ 

"Oh, goodness !*" exclaimed Bloobstutter. "I'm 
sure I turned torn* body's gun into ice- Oh, 



dearl** Once snore he grabbed the broosn and 

Mid. 

'This is a ptetty 
Xetc/e cf Uk! 
I wisJsy 'Wa'r 
. Made ttar whkT 

This waa a mors difncult job for the magic 
broosn and it required seven seconds for Its 
magic to restore the soldier to has original posi- 
tion, standing guard with the fun on has shoul- 
der, and to wipe out all the alarms. P.B.I, in- 
vestigations, and so forth, that had been put 
m motion. Quite a number of men in high gov- 
ernment circles felt as if they had suffered from 
amnesia for a part of the day. bat in any case 
the "secret weapon" was forgotten and that's 
why nothing ever appeared ha the newspapers 
about It. 

But Bloob still had work to do. He said: 
"A* wis* that BB tan 
Woald tarn tare a oof crass ecus.** 

"Thanks.** said the woodpecker, parching en 
the sill and looking placidly out. Touhelped ma 
with my problem. Maybe I can solve yours. 
What is itr 

Bloob explained about the letter from Seng 
Sing Sid requesting that holes be installed in 
Honest John It rook. "It would be very illegal 
and tt might hurt Mr. KrooY', aa'd Bloobstutter. 

"IU say it might ! Sfng Settg Si wants you 
to commit murder," declared the bird. 

"Ob, my goodness P cried the bsjie rnan. 
-WhatlU dor 

"Nothing." said the woodpecker, looking idly 
toward* the street. "Forget hi" 

"But suppose Mr. Sing Sing Sid gets nasty 
and complains that we don't put boles in every- 
thing. Maybe our advertising license will be 
revoked." 

"He won't get nasty;'* said the woodpecker, 
still looking out the window. "He's besng taken 
to jail this minute And so is Honest John. I've 
been watching those two gangsters from the 
window hare. It must have been one of them 
who. almost snot me a moment ago- They were 
getting ready to shoot each 'other. But the pobce 
nabbed both of them.** 
"Funny! 1 heard no sheas." Bloob drclaredl 
"No. a strange thing happened." the bird 
pointed out. "Both those crooks' guns turned 
into Hot Cross Buns." 

THE END 
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